ARE THE ENGLISH DULL?      217

but it ii my brother and I against the world!*'
It is ground into them that no private affair, no
hurt of their own, no enemy whom they wish to
punish, can for a moment excuse any harm they
do their "country, in indulging personal spite. I
do'"hot maintain for a moment that this high
code of breeding is never broken, but it is to their
honor that this is their code at all, that this is
their ideaL

It is amusing to see their stupefaction, their
serious open-eyed wonder, when such a politician
as Keir Hardie breaks away from their traditions,
and foments, or is alleged to foment, discord in
the ranks of the English possessions. They are
studying the problem now, as I write, but with
no solution in view. An Englishman who is an
enemy of England, as England has always been,
is a strange creature, and as yet they have settled
upon no plan for dealing with him.

The women, who at the moment, are asserting
their right to the ballot, and who are using fan-
tastic methods to advertise, and to bring to the
attention of the public, their demands, are treated
both by statesmen and policemen with a bored
kind of*patience. It is annoying, but hardly
worth while taking seriously, they seem to think.
Englishmen generally, but secretly, hold the
opinion of their greatest living novelist; "The